COPYWRIGHT 2014 BY ABOLUTELY NO ONE 
THE FIRST INSTALLMENT IN A SERIES OF 
RAMBLING ARTISTIC ENDEAVORS EITHER BY 
A SINGULAR OR A COLLABORATIVE GROUP 
BUT I AM UNABLE TO REVEAL THAT JUST YET 



Eight Years Old 

I cannot have the same scars I had when I was, 
Eight years old. 

I'm not eight years old. 
I'm not the same as I was. 

My pockmarks have changed, 

My hair has grown, 

And I can see a little more clearer, 

Who I'm supposed to be. 

At least that I have to decide that- 

I can't be eight years old: 
A chemist. 

Eight years old: 
Cops and robbers. 

Eight years old: 
A superhero, 

My nana's scarf tied around my neck and, 

Plastic Walgreen's shopping bag across my shoulders 

(Because now it covers my open mouth) 

And my brother still thinking im worth something. 

And stitches in my ear from, 
'Fell off the bed.' 

Pain and an emergency room, 
'He'll get in trouble.' 

Four years later, 
'You are dirt.' 

Two more, 

Til still love you.' 

I am not eight years old, 

And I have never been prepared to be here, 

Certainly not by the ones meant to. 



Oceansong 

I am not worth, 
Ten stones. 

Throw me into the pond, 
Skip me across waters- 
Intangible. 
I could be your rock, 
If maybe I could be. 
I could be your silhouette, 
Follow you everywhere until, 
There is nowhere left to go. 
I'm sorry sometimes, 
My own shadow overtakes yours, 
And I cannot face your eyes. 
I could maybe do it, 
If you asked me to, 
But I cannot face you. 

Behaviour Patterns 

If my last regret was that I hurt her, 

I wouldn't be here right now, would I? 

I don't have plans to make it past 23, 

Because by then I'll have to have fulfilled, 

Something, anything. 

And I love my name but not, 

The body it's attached to, 

because it's really impossible to separate, 

Name and identity. 

Phyisical and irrationality. 

It's like me standing at the tops, 

Of 10 story floors, staircase slink down. 

I feel like Escher, 

Stuck in the rut of tessellations. 

when I'm gone at least 

one thing becomes another. 




CINDERBLDCKS 

I will break my spine into thirty-four synopsies to extrapolate what you have 
done to tell me who I am and I will reach down into the core of my being 
and pull out something that I never thought was worth to show what / am 
never worth your thoughts. Jesus lived in a mortuary if you count Nazareth 
as the mortuary it is, weaving bending in and out of a city marked red by 
bloodshed, red by hateful spite; and Jesus died on Calvary an execution 
now holy but still the place to string up your dead high where everyone can 
see your actions as true and holy; righteous and the everlonging divinity 
that is holy. Hard to define but I have never felt more alone than when 
I'm in your arms, especially when you're loving me the way you're loving 
me, the way you believe in me, and the way you actually care; I feel so 
empty in that, and only that, and I'm sorry for all I've done and are doing 
you wrong. "Goodnight... I must go to bed. ..it's only ten but I feel as 
though I've lost my backbone. I must go to bed. " My father was a man 
unlike yours and he would tell us all how we had to defend our honors 
by the way we talked and our words would become as destined as the 
clothes we walked in showing others scars and infedelities, but my father 
made us infidels amongst a sea of casualties so my father was the wrong 
man for his job. Our fingers were lightweight, free yet destitute because no 
one would ever claim your fingers as their own, where they've been and 
what they have done-your hands are not whole, you are not wholesome. 
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